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VERY LOOSELY ADAPTED BY SCOTT BENSON 
FROM THE 1997 ALBUM BY 
THE WORLD/INFERNO FRIENDSHIP SOCIETY 
BASED ON WHAT | FIRST THOUGHT THE STORY WAS 
IN 2004 


So I felt like I should probably write an explanation. 


When I first heard The World/Inferno Friendship Society it was in 2004 or so, via 
a jumbled mix of mp3s off of Audio Galaxy or Kazaa or whatever. It was a mix of 
tracks from The Bridgewater Astral League (BWAL for brevity) and Just The Best 
Party. My favorite era of the band starts with the latter and goes on through The 
Anarchy And The Ecstasy, though there isnt a bad album in their entire 
discography. However, it was BWAL that had the narrative that stuck with me 
most. That early much weirder Inferno sound, with the samples and the ska and 
wacky voices and stuff was so strange, like something that would have come on a 
public access station in Jersey where I spent my late childhood and teen years. It 
was like if after the Uncle Floyd show there was a mysterious broadcast where a 
bunch of punks held a seance where a spirit taught you how to pick locks and make 
napalm at home using common household ingredients and you felt like you were 
IN on something. 


What I loved about BWAL, apart from some killer songs and lyrics, was the story 
and how true to life it felt. The young dumb punk characters in it (that I could 
certainly relate to) essentially gain superpowers and they dont use them to solve 
crimes or anything- they steal cars, break stuff, sneak into places, and do amusing 
bits of mischief, some of which are benevolent, but mostly it’s about the crimes. 
Adults tend to write paranormal teens like they’re just waiting to fix the world that 
adults have built. I think that’s partly due to nostalgia, and wanting to go back in 
time with that you know now, and the idea that the kids are pure of mind and 
purpose and that goes out the window once you are rendered corrupt and useless 
by adulthood. Which is ridiculous- if anything being a kid is often more confusing 
and messy than being a grownup. And sometimes you don't even much know 
yourself until later on. So hey kids- there's hope for you yet if you're looking for it. 


It is much truer, to me at least, that given superpowers a group of teen weirdos 
would have a lot of fun and bumble around and feel more dangerous than they 
probably are, and eventually through sheer misjudgement, confusion, and/or 
hubris it would get actually dangerous and come to a crashing end. And those that 
made it through would have to pick themselves up and hopefully still believe in 
something after their first big heartbreak. And as I’m a couple decades removed 
now from being a teen, that ability to survive the big heartbreaks is something that 
never becomes less important. The world really is full of possibility and given the 
chance you too can become dangerous in the best sense of the word. 


When I first heard BWAL I was missing a couple tracks from the album. As such 
the story I crafted in my head was a bit different than the story as actually set out 
on the album and in the materials you can find about it if you go searching, which 
contain more characters and events and some big differences in the hows and whys 
of what happens. The words in this comic are all from the album, but I was feeling 
strange about adapting a story I put together out of pieces of someone else’s fiction. 
I then remembered lines from a much later World/Inferno song: 

I started to tell someone elses story 

and took a bow after it was told. 

Well, I understood it so it was mine 


That version of BWAL that I understood has come to mind a lot over the years. It 
really connected with my own work about loveable dirtballs doing petty crimes as 
their version of poetry in small towns, and how those tiny fires exist and have 
meaning within a much larger, much scarier, and much more beautiful cosmos. If 
you're looking for an even more obvious smoking gun, the first track on The True 
Story Of The Bridgewater Astral League is called A Night In The Woods. 


The band’s lead singer and songwriter Jack Terricloth, which was not his real 
name, died a few weeks ago. As much as anyone like that can actually die. 1 assume 
he just ascended to the astral plane. He left quite a pair of shoes to fill for the rest 
of us, and it truly would take a group effort and we still probably couldn't pull it off. 
One of the few real originals I have ever met. 


I'd done merch designs and animation stuff for the band and chatted with different 
members over the last decade and a half. I wasn't some super close or crucial 
friend but I got to have my little fingerprint on what they did, and that was 
incredibly meaningful to me. The music was life changing. I’m a better and braver 
person today for having heard that band. So on that thursday night when I read 
that Jack had passed away, I sat there stunned and heartbroken for an evening, 
listening back through the records. And then I started drawing. And I just now 
finished, and now Im writing this. It was just going to be a drawing or two but then 
it turned into 30-something pages. I could have kept going. Maybe I will 
sometime. Just The Best Party has a great mini song cycle story embedded in it... 


That's a good legacy to leave- one that energizes and inspires people even in their 
sadness. It’s just one way that gone isn't ever really gone. We should all be so 
fortunate as to leave behind good ghosts. We have a duty to haunt. 

So this is for the band, all of the members that have been in and out of 
World/Inferno since it first got going, the ones I met and the ones | never got to. 
The lists of both are entirely too long to print. It’s for all of them. And for Jack. 
And it’s for you. The ones who KNOW. 


- Scott, 6/16/21 
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